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The  Swan  Creek  Blizzard 

ATTLEMEN  of  the  Swan  Creek 

country  still  speak  of  the  winter 

^-^of  the  big  blizzard.  For  three 
days  it  raged  over  the  hills  and  down 

the  coolies,  sweeping  clean  before  it  cat- 

tle and  horses  by  the  hundred  to  destruc- 
tion. It  was  that  blizzard  that  piled  up 

more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  of  the  XL 
cattle  over  the  cut  bank  at  the  bend  of 

the  Little  Porcupine ;  and  there  they 

were  found  a  ghastly  mass,  after  the  first 

Chinook  had  licked  up  the  snow  banks. 
Not  for  the  loss  of  cattle  do  I  remember 

it,  but  for  a  loss  that  cut  deep  into  my 
heart. 

How  well  I  remember  the  springlike 

airs  of  that  bright  December  morning. 

A  warm  Chinook  blew  gently  down 

through  the  hazy  hills  from  the  purple 
7 
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mountains  at  the  horizon  and  over  all 

the  sky  arched  a  cloudless  blue.  We 

were  sitting,  the  Pilot  and  I,  with  the 

door  of  our  shack  wide  open  to  the  sunny 

air,  when  Bill  rode  up. 

"  Fine  spring  day,"  said  the  Pilot. 

"  Too  spring  for  me,"  answered  Bill, 
with  an  ominous  glance  at  the  sky. 

"  You're  pretty  hard  to  please,  Bill," 
said  the  Pilot.  "  I  could  stand  about  six 

weeks  of  this." 

"  Well,  you  won't  get  six  hours  of  it." 

"Six  hours?   Why  not?" 

"  Wall,  if  I  kin  read  signs,  there's  the 

tallest  kind  of  a  blizzard  followin'  up 

this  blasted  Chinook,"  answered  Bill. 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  said  the  Pilot 
doubtfully. 

"  Every  how,"  replied  Bill,  before 
whose  experienced  eye  the  earth  and  sky 

lay  like  an  open  book.  "  Why,  look  at 

them  hills  ;  look  at  that  mist." 

"  You  don't  call  that  mist,"  broke  in 

the  Pilot,  "  that's  a  lovely  haze." 
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the  storm  and  overcome  the  tendency  of 

the  native  cayuse  to  turn  tail  to  it.  I 

was  very  anxious  in  spite  of  old  Latour's 
confidence  in  his  pony. 

"How  long  has  he  been  gone?"  I 
asked. 

"  'Bout  half  an  hour,  yes,  more,"  he 
said. 

I  looked  at  my  watch ;  it  was  three 

o'clock.  The  snow  was  now  coming 
down  in  long,  slanting  lines,  and  begin- 

ning to  bite.  The  sky  was  almost  hid- 
den, and  had  lost  all  light  and  color. 

"  He  ought  to  be  about  the  canon 

now,"  I  said,  "and  then  he'll  be  all 

right." 
"  Yes,"  said  the  old  man,  "  he's  all  right 

nuff,  when  he's  pass  de  upper  trail.  Das 

bad  spot  dere." 
I  knew  the  place  well.  The  highest 

point  on  the  whole  way,  where  the  trail 
to  the  Meredith  ranch  leaves  the  main 

Porcupine  trail. 

"  He'll  be  der  now,  sure  nuff,"  con- 
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tinued  he,  pulling  out  his  big  silver 
watch  from  his  waistband. 

"  I  hope  so,"  I  said  with  all  my  heart, 
for  even  as  I  spoke  I  heard  a  strange 

sound,  such  as  had  never  come  to  my 

ears  before.  It  was  not  a  roar,  it  was 

too  soft  for  that.  There  was  a  hissing, 

beating  sound,  as  if  unseen  wings,  great 

and  innumerable,  were  sweeping  down 

upon  us ;  an  awesome  heart-smiting 
sound.  A  moment  more  and  the  bliz- 

zard had  struck.  I  had  to  fight  my  way 

step  by  step  to  my  shack,  and  by  the 

time  I  had  gained  my  door  the  world 

had  vanished  from  my  sight  behind  this 

whirling,  shimmering  curtain  of  choking, 

blinding  snow.  I  had  hardly  got  my  fire 

going  when  the  door  was  pushed  open 
and  in  came  Bill. 

'•'Wall!"  he  called  out,  "how  d'ye 

fancy  your  lovely  haze  now  ?  Ain't  this 
a  sneezer?"  He  look  round  the  room, 

then  stared  at  me  and  said,  "  Whar's  the 

Pilot?" 
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I  handed  him  the  note  saying,  "  I  was 
down  at  Muir's  and  found  this  when  I 

came  back." 
He  read  it  through  slowly,  and  then 

asked,  "  When  did  he  start  ?  " 

"  About  half-past  two,  old  Latour 

said." He  said  no  more,  but  took  up  his 

leather  coat  which  he  had  just  laid  off. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  I  ain't  goin'  to  sit  here  if  I  know  my- 
self, with  the  Pilot  somewheres  into  this 

blizzard,"  he  answered  almost  savagely, 

"  Got  any  brandy  ?  " 
"A  flask  full." 

"  Roll  up  a  pair  o'  blankets,  and  git  me 

half  a  dozen  biscuits.  I'm  goin'  down 
to  the  stable.  Kin  you  find  your  way 

down  there  ?    Bring  'em  down." 
I  felt  the  bitterness  in  his  voice,  and 

I  knew  he  was  blaming  me  for  not  fol- 
lowing the  Pilot  at  once. 

In  ten  minutes  I  was  at  the  stable  with 

the  blankets  done  up  in  two  rolls  and 
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the  biscuits  and  brandy  in  my  pocket. 

I  found  Bill  saddling  the  Duke's  black 
broncho,  Jingo,  who,  having  been  in  the 

stable  for  two  weeks,  was  like  to  knock 

things  to  pieces.  But  Bill  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  the  antics,  but  stood  up  close  to 

him  while  he  cinched  the  saddle  and 

lashed  on  the  one  blanket  behind  it. 

The  black  brute  squealed  and  began  to 

plunge,  but  Bill  kept  close  to  him,  tying 

his  tongs  as  regardless  of  his  antics  as  if 

he  were  a  lamb.  When  all  was  snug 

and  taut  he  jerked  the  tie-line  loose, 

flung  the  long  bridle  reins  over  the  head 

of  the  rearing  animal,  then  with  a  fierce 

grip  he  seized  with  both  hands  the  rings 

of  the  bit,  ran  the  horse  back  out  of 

his  stall,  and,  with  a  mighty  wrench 
hurled  him  clear  off  his  feet  onto  his 

side. 

"  Git  up  !  "  he  yelled,  and  Jingo  sprang 
to  his  feet,  more  surprised  and  humbled 

than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  whole  pre- 

vious history.    "  Stand  thar,  will  you  ! " 
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said  Bill  in  a  terrible  voice ;  and  Jingo 

stood  quite  still. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  asked 
Bill,  seeing  me  with  my  horse  saddled 

and  all  ready. 

"  Going  to  follow  you,"  I  said  shortly, 
for  his  words  and  manner  had  so  stung 
me  that  I  had  resolved  to  follow  him  till 

I  dropped. 

He  looked  at  me  a  moment  in  silence, 

then  suddenly  stretching  out  his  hand, 

he  said  in  a  husky  voice : 

"Ye're  all  right,  pard,  I  take  it  all 

back,"  and  without  a  word  he  swung 
himself  on  to  his  saddle  and  rode  out 

into  the  blizzard. 

The  air  was  thick  with  whirling  snow, 

the  wind  seemed  to  be  blowing  from 

every  quarter  at  once.  Every  vestige  of 

earth  and  sky  was  shut  out  from  sight 

by  the  snow-cloud  that  seemed  to  wrap 

one's  head  about  filling  eyes  and  throat 
and  shutting  off  the  breath.  By  what 

means  he  found  and  kept  the  trail  I  know 
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not,  but  not  once  did  Bill  falter.  On  he 

pressed  against  and  through  that  wall 

of  blinding,  choking  snow.  After  the 

first  quarter  of  a  mile,  during  which  it 

was  difficult  to  keep  him  in  sight,  Jingo 

settled  down  into  a  long,  easy,  steady 

lope,  as  if  he  knew  that  serious  business 

was  in  hand.  Occasionally  he  dropped 

the  beaten  track,  but  a  plunge  or  two  and 

he  was  on  the  trail  again.  Keeping  his 

black  tail  just  before  my  pony's  nose,  I 
had  no  serious  trouble  in  fighting  my 

way  through  the  blizzard.  It  is  not  the 

cold,  nor  the  depth  of  the  snow,  nor  the 

stress  of  the  driving  storm  that  makes 

the  blizzard  dangerous.  It  is  its  power 

to  shut  out  the  world  and  to  utterly  be- 
wilder that  strikes  terror  to  the  heart. 

Some  men  and  some  horses  can  make 

their  way,  however,  without  hesitation. 

Such  a  man  was  Bill,  and  such  a  horse 

Jingo. 

For  an  hour  we  fought  along,  now 

slowly  feeling  our  way  and  then  breaking 
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into  a  lope  where  the  lie  of  the  ground 

made  the  trail  easier  to  keep.  Suddenly 

Bill  pulled  up,  and,  dismounting,  faced 

Jingo  about  and  gave  me  his  reins  to 
hold. 

"  Keep  'em  just  as  they  are,"  he  said. 
"  I  rather  think  the  trail  breaks  off  about 

here  into  the  canon.  Mind  you  keep 

'em  just  so.  I  don't  want  to  lose  my  di- 

rection." 
Even  as  he  spoke  he  passed  out  of 

sight,  but  in  a  moment  or  two  he  reap- 

peared and  said : — 

"  It's  pretty  tough  keepin'  your  bearin's 

when  you're  tryin'  to  find  a  trail.  I 
want  you  to  count  ten  and  then  holler 

and  keep  on  till  I  come  back." 
In  a  few  minutes — they  seemed  hours 

— he  came  back  and  took  his  horse. 

"  You  stay  here  till  you  hear  me  hol- 

ler," he  said,  and  disappeared  again. 
Soon  his  call  came  and  in  a  short  time 

we  were  following  the  trail  down  into 
the  canon.    Here  the  track  was  easier  to 
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find,  and  before  long  we  were  at  the  Old 

Timer's  door. 

"  I  guess  I'll  just  peek  in,"  said  Bill  in 

a  low  voice,  "  there  ain't  no  occasion  to 

make  no  row,  case  he  ain't  there." 
He  opened  the  door  gently  and  passed 

in,  but  came  out  almost  immediately. 

"  The  good  Lord  help  us,  he  ain't 

been  there,"  he  said  with  a  kind  of 

gasp. 
"  You  didn't  see  Gwen  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  No.  Saw  Joe.  Look  here,  I'm  goin' 

back  to  that  upper  trail,"  he  added.  "  I 

think  p'r'aps  I'd  be  better  alone." 

"  You  go  to  thunder ! "  I  replied, 

"don't  lie  to  me.  Anyway  I'm  going 

with  you." 
He  came  close  up  to  me. 

"  You're  a  white  man,"  he  said  ear- 

nestly, "  but  I  ain't  comin'  back  till  I  find 

him,  and  there  ain't  no  need  for  you  " 
he  paused. 

For  an  answer  I  turned  my  horse  to-r 
wards  the  gate.    Bill  swung  himself  up 
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into  his  saddle,  and  in  a  few  strides  Jingo 

was  leading  me  once  more. 

"  Blamed  if  you  ain't  white — clear  to 

-  the  bone,"  he  said,  turning  in  his  saddle 
towards  me,  and  somehow  his  words  gave 

me  a  great  thrill  of  joy  and  put  new 

courage  into  my  heart. 

Back  through  the  canon  we  rode  and 

up  to  the  open  again.  Once  more  Bill 

found  the  upper  trail  and  came  hurrying 
back  to  me. 

"  We  ain't  got  half  a  minute  to  spare," 

he  said  anxiously.  "  It'll  be  dark  in 
half  an  hour,  and  then  God  Almighty 

help  us." We  went  along  at  what  seemed  to  me 

a  reckless  pace.  But  the  black  horse 

never  swerved  from  his  long,  steady  lope. 

After  we  had  gone  about  half  a  mile 

Jingo  suddenly  stopped  short.  Before  I 
could  ask  the  cause  Bill  was  off  and  down 

in  the  snow  exploring. 

"Guess  we've  struck  the  scent,"  he 
called  out.    "  Come  here." 
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There,  half  covered  by  the  drifting 

snow,  lay  a  sleigh  overturned,  with  its 
load  strewn  about. 

"Whar's  the  team?  Whar's  the 

driver?"  Bill  shouted  to  me.  "  Thar's 

where  the  Pilot  is.  You  bet  he's  mon- 

keyin'  round  pullin'  some  fool  out  o'  the 

snow." 
He  dropped  on  his  hands  and  knees, 

feeling  all  about,  and  finally  vanishing 

into  the  darkening  mist  of  blinding  snow. 

"  Come  on,"  I  heard  him  call,  and  on 
coming  up  I  found  him  with  a  wisp  of 

hay  in  his  hand. 

"  They've  gone  down  the  coolie,  I  do 
believe.  Come  on  ! "  he  cried.  He  was 
excited  as  I  had  never  seen  him  before. 

He  flung  himself  into  his  saddle  and 

shouted  to  Jingo,  who  plunged  headlong 
down  the  coolie.  I  followed  as  best  I 

could,  and  after  a  few  minutes'  hard 
work  came  upon  Bill  standing  at  his 

horse's  head,  in  the  shelter  of  a  poplar 
bluff. 
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"  Listen ! "  he  said,  holding  up  his 
hand,  and  we  stood  listening  for  our 

lives.  But  only  the  hissing  boom  of  the 

blizzard  beat  upon  our  ears. 

"  I  swear  I  heard  something  just  as  I — 

there  "    He  put  up  his  hand  again, 
and  through  the  storm  came  the  sound 

of  a  voice  singing : — 

"  God  in  the  midst  of  her  doth  dwell, 

Nothing  shall  her  remove." 

Bill  dropped  on  his  knees,  and  taking 

off  his  cap  he  sobbed  out :  "  Thank  the 

good  God  !  That's  him.  It's  the  Pilot." 
Then  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  yelled  : — 

"Hello!  You  dod-gasted  fool-hunter, 

where  in  thunder  an'  lightnin'  air  you, 

anyway  ?  " 
"  Hello,  Bill !    Here  you  are,  old  boy." 
In  the  bluff  we  found  them  ;  the  Pilot 

livid  with  cold  and  near  the  last  stage  of 

exhaustion,  holding  up  a  stranger  as  they 

tramped  wearily  the   path  they  had 
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beaten  around  the  horses  to  keep  them- 
selves from  freezing  to  death. 

"  Oh,  Bill,"  cried  the  Pilot,  making  a 

brave  attempt  at  a  smile,  "  you're  a  great 

man." 
Bill  held  him  at  arm's  length  a  mo- 

ment, and  then  said  solemnly : — 

"  Wall !  I've  come  into  contack  with 

some  fools,  idjits,  blanked  idjits" — 
Bill  had  lost  his  grip  of  himself  for  a  mo- 

ment— "  in  my  life,  but  such  a  blanked, 

conglomerated  idjit,  it  hasn't  been  my 
pleasure  to  mix  with  up  to  this  point  in 

my  career." 
The  Pilot  by  this  time  was  in  fits  of 

hysterical  laughter. 

"And,"  continued  Bill,  with  in- 

creased solemnity,  "I  cherish  the  con- 
viction -" 

"Oh,  Bill,"  shrieked  the  Pilot,  "for 

Heaven's  sake,  stop,  you'll  kill  me  if  you 

say  another  word." 
Then  Bill  paused,  looked  anxiously 

into  the  Pilot's  face,  and  saying  :  "  Here ! 
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Let's  get  home,"  rolled  a  blanket  round 
him  and  set  him  on  Louis. 

"  You  won't  need  your  hands  ;  he'll 

follow  all  right,"  he  said  as  he  mounted 

Jingo.    "  Come  on." 

"  Wait,  Bill !  "  cried  the  Pilot ;  "  what 

about  this  man,  he's  almost  played  out?  " 

"Played  out,  is  he?"  snorted  Bill, 

contemptuously.  "If  he's  as  strong  as 
he  smells  he  ought  to  get  through.  Any 

man  that  don't  know  when  to  leave 

whiskey  alone  shouldn't  travel  without 

his  keeper." 
"  But  we  can't  leave  him  here ! " 

pleaded  the  Pilot. 

"  Can't,  eh !  You  watch  my  smoke," 
said  Bill.  "  If  he  can't  follow  with  two 

horses  he  can't  with  three." 

"Oh,  I  say,  Bill!  take  him  along," 
said  the  Pilot  earnestly. 

"  Look  here !  "  cried  Bill  impatiently, 

"  do  you  think  I'm  a  blasted  snow-plow  ? 

Come  on  !  Every  second  counts.  He'll 

follow  all  right." 
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And  so  he  did,  and  fighting  our  way 

through  the  storm,  and  dark  and  cold 

now  grown  intense,  we  made  the  canon, 

and  soon  after  the  Old  Timer's  door. 
Bill  carried  the  Pilot  in  and  laid  him 

on  a  pile  of  skins  before  the  fire.  He 

was  not  badly  frozen,  but  he  was  utterly 

exhausted.  During  the  three  days  of  the 

blizzard  he  lay  weak  and  faint,  nursed 

by  Bill  day  and  night.  With  all  a  moth- 

er's tenderness  in  touch  and  tone,  Bill 
waited  on  his  every  wish,  breaking  forth 

now  and  then  in  loving  wrath  upon 

his  folly  for  going  back  after  the 

stranger. 

"  But  he  would  have  been  lost,  Bill," 

said  the  Pilot  gently,  after  one  of  Bill's 
outbursts. 

"  Wall,  let  him,"  growled  Bill. 

"  Bill,"  answered  the  Pilot  softly,  "  we 

were  lost  once,  you  know." 
And  Bill  turned  and  looked  away  and 

said  not  a  word,  remembering,  I  have  no 

doubt,  Him  who  came  to  seek  the  lost. 
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The  Pilot  never  was  the  same  again, 

but  long  after,  when  the  first  bitterness 

of  his  going  from  us  was  over,  Bill  said 

one  day  to  me : — 

"  That's  how  he  got  his  death,  seekin* 
after  that  lost  idjit.  It  was  all  blamed 

foolishness,  but  I  guess  pYaps  that's  the 
best  after  all." 





The  Latest  Faction 

the  inspiring-  sort 

Janet  Ward.  A  Daughter  of  the  Manse. 
By  Margaret  E.  Sangster.  #1.50 

A  college  girls  story  written  in  the  interest  of  the  girl  of 
to-day.  It  is  to  show  young  women  their  opportunities  and  to 
indicate  how  any  true-hearted  girl  may  walk  scathlets  through 
all  dangers  that  beset  her  path. 

Fool's  Gold.  By  Annie  Raymond  Still- 
man.  #1.50. 

A  striking  novel.  A  romance  of  exceptional  power  la 
which  plot  and  action  yield  a  large  tribute  to  the  strong  purpose of  the  book. 

Love  Never  Faileth.  An  Emotion 
Touched  By  MoraJities.  By  Carnegie 
Simpson.  #1.25 

"Strong  in  its  moral  tone,  uplifting  in  its  purity,  and  remark, 
ably  entertaining  as  a  romance  of  the  affections.'  — ~amu  M. Ludlow. 

"A|bright,  straightforward  love  story,  full  of  youth  and  sweet- 
ness."— Margartt  £.  Sangsttr. 

Aunt  Abby's  Neighbors.  By  Annie 
Trumbull  Slosson.  Freely  decorated.  $  1 . 00 

To  the  thousands  of  readers  who  know  "Fishin*  Jimmy'* 
and  all  other  remarkable  creations  of  Mrs.  Slosson's  genius,  it  it enough  to  announce  a  new  story  from  her  deft  and  subtle  pen. 

The  Little  Green  God.    A  Satire  on 
American  Hinduism. 
By  Caroline  Atwater  Mason.  75c. 

By  the  author  of  "The  Lily  of  France."  Pungent,  witty, humorous,  pathetic  and  terribly  in  earnest  and  serious  in  mean- ing.  This  little  book  will  make  a  sensation. 

FLEMING H.  REVELL COMPANY 
NEW  YORK CHICAGO TORONTO 



FICTION  born  ofFACT 

THE  INFORMING  SORT 

25th  2,000 
Deborah.    A  Tale  of  the  Times  of  Judas 

Maccabaeus.  By  James  M.  Ludlow* 
Illustrated,  l2mo.    Cloth,  $1.50. 

"In  the  prevailing  desert  of  hot-house  sentiment  and  over- drawn realism,  a  story  like  Deborah  is  a  veritable  oasis.  It  mutt 
certainly  prove  a  work  of  continued  favor  among  those  readers 
who  delight  in  vivid  pictures  of  great  historical  episodes  and  re- 

joice in  a  book  pure  in  tone  and  uplifting." — Evening  Star 
Bj  the  author  of  "The  Spanish  Brothers'* 

Under  Calvin's  Spell.  A  Historical  Ro- 
mance of  Old  Geneva.  By  D.  Alcock. 

Illustrated.  $1.50, 
MA  historical  novel  of  the  time  of  Calvin  and  the  Huguenots, 

the  scene  centering  in  Geneva  but  shifting  at  times  into  Savoy 
and  France.  The  plot  is  vigorous  with  action,  suspense,  sur- 

prises and  critical  situations." 
The  Setting  and  Timet  of"  Quo  Vadis" 

Onesimus,  Christ's  Freeman.  By Charles  E.  Corwin.  Illustrated,  i2mo, 
Cloth,  #1.25. 

M  A  work  of  decided  merit,  not  only  in  the  plot  and  its  work- 
ing out,  but  also  in  the  skill  with  which  the  author  has  availed 

himself of  the  meagre  Biblical  material." — The  Outlook". Bishop  Brooks  and  the  Boston  Slums. 

The  Bishop's  Shadow.  By  Mrs.  L  T. 
Thurston.  With  illustrations  by  M. 
Eckerson.    i2mo,  Cloth,  $1.25. 

**A  captivating  story  of  dear  Phillips  Brooks  and  a  little street  gamin  of  Boston.  The  book  seta  forth  the  almost  match- 
less character  of  the  Christlike  bishop  in  most  loving  and  lovely 

lines."-^77i<  Interior. 

FLEMING  H. REVELL COMPANY 

NEW  YORK CHICAGO TORONTO 



RALPH  CONNOR'S 
CRISP  WESTERN  TALES 

i  ooth  1,000 

Glengarry  School  Days.  A  Tale  of 
Early  Days  in  Glengarry.  Illustrated, 
l2mo,  Cloth,  #1.25. 

"Wonderfully  vivid  and  realistic— Indeed  it  is  a  fair  ques- tion whether  the  author  has  not  given  us  in  this  book  some  bus 
not  equalled  elsewhere." — Brooklyn  Eagle. 

1 60th  1,000 

The  Man  from  Glengarry.  A  Tale  of 
the  Ottawa,     izmo,  Cloth,  $1.50. 

"Bears  the  unmistakable  mark  of  power." — Chicago  Inter- Ocean. 
"There  is  pathos,  subtle  wit,  humor,  quaint  character  draw- 

ing.  .  .  .  Life,  warmth,  color  are  all  here." — Brooklyn  Eagle. 
200th  1,000 

The  Sky  Pilot.    A  Tale  of  the  Foothills. 
i2mo,  Cloth,  #1.25. 

"Ralph  Connor's  'Black  Rock*  was  good,  but  'The  Sky 
Pilot'  is  better.  His  style,  fresh,  crisp  and  terse,  accords  with 
the  Western  life.which  he  well  understands." — The  Outlook. 

400th  1,000 
Black   Rock.     A   Tale   of  the  Sclkirks. 

l2mo,  Cloth,  #1.25. 
Popular  Edition  50  cents,  Special  Edition  75  cents. 
"With  perfect  wholesomeness,  with  entire  fidelity,  with truest  pathos,  with  freshest  humor,  he  has  delineated  character, 

has  analyzed  motives  and  emotions,  and  has  portrayed  life." — St.  Louis  Globe  Democrat. 

FLEMING  H.  REV  ELL  COMPANY 
NEW  YORK  CHICAGO 

TORONTO         LONDON  EDINBURGH 



T-ATjUIS  of  the  north  by 

Egerton  R.  Young 

My  Dogs  in  the  North- land* 
Profusely  illustrated, 
izmo,  cloth,  $i.z$  net. 
Experiences  with  Eskimo 
and  St.  Bernard  dogs, 
covering  years  of  sledge 
travel  in  the  frozen  wilds 
of  British  America.  An 
exciting  story  In  which 
the  marvels  ofdog  instinct, 
intelligence  and  strength 
play  the  chief  part.  Mr. 
Young  proves  in  a  most 
entertaining  and  instruc- 

tive way  that  each  dog, 
just  as  much  as  a  person, 
has  his  own  individual 
character,  and  must  be 
dealt  with  accordingly. 
Terrible  perils,  wonderful 
escapes  and  sudden  emer- 

gencies mix  with  the  most 
comical  situations. 

On  the  Indian  Trait 
Stories  of  Missionary 
Experiences  among  the 
Cree  and  the  Saulteaux 
Indians.  Stories  of  Mis- 

sion,   izmo,  cloth,  $1.00. 

uHe  has  a  happy  and 
often  amusingly  quaint 
way  of  describing  the  in- 

cidents and  surroundings 
of  frontier  life.  His  cheer, 
ful,  almost  merry,  temper, 
while  recounting  the  de- 

vices resorted  to  in  endur- 
ing or  mastering  privations 

and  dangersare  stimulating 
and  instructive." —  Thi Watchman, 

The  Apostle  of  the 
North,  James  Evans. 

With  twenty  illustrations 
by  J.  E.  Laughlin.  izmo, cloth,  $1.25. 
"A  fresh  theme  Is  pre- 

sented here — the  life  of  a 
missionary  in  Upper  Can- 

ada, and  the  northward 
regions  as  far  as  Athabasca 
Lake  and  even  beyond. 
Young  people,  usually  not 
attracted  t  o  missionary 
literature,  will  be  inter- 

ested in  the  book.  It  is 

well  illustrated." — Th$ Outhol. 
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